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Yes, there's a definite difference in Ellie - 
many of them as a matter of fact, from her swinging 
looks to her fresh and unexpected personality. 
But let’s start with the most apparent one - her hair. 








Ellie is a natural blonde-and 
that's something different right 
away. Furthermore, she couldn’t 
care less about the latest craze 
for bubbles, beehives and Jackie 
bobs —Eleanor prefers a braid. 












Ellie's worn the braid since she was nine years old. 
She has never cut her hair, and when she lets it 
down, it falls to her waist in golden waves. 

But what else is different about her? Well - she 
collects Greek statues. How’s that for a start? 
She’s an expert chess player. Enough? We’d 
say that in every way, Ellie is more than enough. 







Anyone who has worked in a 
ladies shoe store knows 
the type. They come in all 
ages, shapes and sizes, 
but when a shoe salesman 
sees one, he wants to run 
and hide. Who are we 
talking about? Why, the 
shoe-crazy girls, of 
course, and here’s a 
charter member of the club. 
Miss Lucinda Bellings, a 
young lady who normally 
tries on about forty pairs 
of shoes before she buys 
one. But salesmen don’t 
mind waiting on Lucinda, 
(Cinder for short). With 
her legs, they could 
show her shoes all day. 

































One salesman at a shoe shop 
Cinder frequents nearly flipped 
when she bought the first 
pair he showed her. They 
were the glass slippers you 
see so enchantingly modeled. 

Cinder was so delighted 
with them — particularly with 
her nickname — that she 
asked the salesman to escort 
her to a fancy dress ball. 

The lucky shoe-dog. 












SATAN 

For the first time in his eternally damned 
life, Satan was going to obtain his heart's 
desire—then a greater power intervened, 
and the Devil planned a ghoulish revenge. 


BY D.B. Lewis 


T he Devil digs silk stock¬ 
ings too. Down in his 
igneous castle in the 
southwest corner of Gehenna 
atop his flaming throne, his 
Royal Lowness never gets the 
chance to see a female leg en¬ 
cased in that shining, silken 
sheath of sex incarnate — the 
stocking. 

All the gorgeous ladies who 
appear before the Devil to be 
condemned to eternal damna¬ 
tion, (Many of them are gor¬ 
geous, for beauty is seldom a 
guarantee of virtue — often quite 
the opposite.) all of them are de- 
pressingly nude. They arrive 
wearing only one item — a star¬ 
tled expression. 

So Satan has dreamed for 
eons of seeing well shaped gams 
in black nylons — and one day 
he had a bright idea. 



and SILK 


O nce upon a time, seventeen lovely females appeared before the Devil: Their 
souls were already securely locked in his vault. All were very, very beautiful, 
and all were very, very damned — a house of ill repute in a mid-western city had 
burned down, catching girls and customers alike in flagrante delictu. The men had re¬ 
ceived their heavenly dispensation according to their sins, for the frequenting of such 
houses is considered but a minor infraction in itself. 

But the seventeen lovelies stood before the Devil, wearing seventeen varieties of ter¬ 
rified expressions. The Devil sighed, looking at the line, back and forth, up and down. 
No stockings. 

One of the girls was quite young. She didn't look quite as damned as the others. The 
Devil shrugged and with a wave of his taloned hand, whisked her off to Purgatory. Satan 
hates to lose a sinner, but regulations are regulations. 

It was then, while staring at the remaining sixteen beauties, that the Devil got his 
notion. He leaned forward on his blazing throne, resting his bearded chin on his 13-foot 
pitchfork. He scowled at the girls, and shadows flickered at the corners of the throne- 
room. A lick of orange flame entered through a tall arched window, and the sixteen 

(continued on pngr 16 ) 
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T he Devil, or His Utter Foulness as he is sometimes called, has a certain amount 
of elbow-room. Supervision from above can extend just so far. Angels, like any¬ 
one else, can fall asleep at the switch. 

And the Devil doesn't like legman. He clobbers them, whenever he gets a chance. 
Why? Because he's jealous. 

All during our normal lives on earth, we get the chance to enjoy what the Devil, 
with all his powers, cannot enjoy — beautiful, shapely legs — in stockings. 

So he hates us. You and me, and every other guy in the clan. 

(He hates lots of other types too, who in life can pursue kicks denied to him because 
of his own damnation. But that's another story. Right now, we're concerned with leg¬ 
men.) 

And we are concerned. 

Like, you'd better lead fairly decent lives (just within limits; perfection is not de¬ 
manded), or the Devil will lower the boom when he finds out you're a legman. 

Here's what happened to one member of our gam-group: 

(continued on page 17) 
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female souls quivered. But his scowl was not for them. The Devil was just thoughtful. 

"Why in Hell," he said, "to put it literally, have I waited — just waited — 
for some beautiful gal to show up wearing the silk? Now isn't that a gas? 
Here I am, Satan, the Devil, His Supreme Stinkiness, with a whole potful of mag¬ 
ical powers at my command — and I wait around like some jerk at a bus- 
stop!" He stood up, towering over the gasping, terrified females. He crashed the 
butt-end of his pitchfork down, and sparks flew, thundering in a voice like an 
RCA echo - chamber, "I am Satan! 1 am the Ruler of Hell, and all its minions! 
I can change the courses of the planets in their orbits . . ." He paused. "With proper au¬ 
thorization, of course." Then his eyes flashed fire again: "But here, I rule. Two hundred 
and twenty-two thousand six-hundred and seventy-four demons, imps, and demi-fiends 
are at my bidding! Ninety-six trillion, four-thousand and sixty-three billion, eight-hun¬ 
dred and seventy-one million, three-hundred and thirty-two thousand . . ." He paused, 
and looked over at the Recording Demon, who sat at a copper desk in a bed of coals. 
"How many damned souls?" he said tiredly. "Is that about right?" 

"About," the Demon shrugged. "Who knows?" 

"Anyway," the Devil roared, "all those lousy damned souls tremble at the sound of 
my step! Like I'm the big shot around here!" He sat down again, with a thump of scales 
on bronze. "And here I sit around for years, like an idiot, waiting for something — 
when all I have to do is use satanic sorcery and make it happen! . . ." 

He looked at the line of beautiful girls, and licked his chops. 

"Stockings!" he thundered, taloned fingers spread wide. 

The flames of Hell stirred as the currents of his terrible magic echoed around and 
bounced off walls. In a far, far corner, many millions of startled silkworm souls were 
galvanized into action . . . they spun strands of silk at a great rate, wondering what 

In a moment — in one magical. Hellish moment — the silk was spun, the fabric 
was formed, the stockings were made — 

The stockings appeared on the thirty-two legs of the sixteen beautiful deceased 
lovelies. 

The Devil took one look, and lost his satisfied, anticipatory smile. He bellowed his 
frustrated fury, and the walls of the throneroom shook. He took another look and howled 
again — it was unbelievable. Every demon in the throneroom winced, and some 
averted shocked eyes from the sight. 

The Devil forced himself to look back at the stockings. He was grinding his teeth 
in Hellish anger, and sparks ignited his beard. 

The stockings on the girls were a vivid, bilious green — with lavender and pink 
polka-dots — and crimson seams. 

Suddenly, an angelic presence appeared in the throneroom, surrounded by an aura 
of pale gold light. Satan covered his face—as did all the others. 

"Like, you're damned too," the angel said, "and don't you ever forget it! You're 
doing all right for a bum — but nix on the special kicks. I got orders to give you a 
special reminder, so this's it!" 

And a pair of stockings appeared on the Devil's legs — yellow, with blue and purple 
zebra-stripes. 

Satan leaped twenty feet in the air, clawing at the horrible things, ripping them off. 
He howled in indignation. He lit with a crash, and injured his tail. In the worst mood 
possible he ordered the sixteen girls to Pit #17-A, the one seething with shark and pi¬ 
ranha ghosts beneath the surface of the lava. 

Two months later, he relented and transferred them to areas of normal damnation. 
Even the Devil has a sense of justice. He'd better — because — like he's watched. ♦ 





His name was Joe. He stood on the smoking, bronze throneroom floor, and knew that 
he was doomed to eternal torment. 

Not one word escaped his terrified lips. Not a moan — not a plea; nothing except 
a series of wordless, hairlifting, bloodcurdling screams. 

"Shut him up, already!" the Devil commanded, scratching his ear. 

A demon waved its tail. Joe's mouth clamped shut. No more screams came out. 
Instead, unvoiced, they reverberated against the corners of Joe's skull. 

"You are a legman!" the Devil said in a deep, disapproving voice. 

"This is a sin?" Joe exclaimed, between screams. 

"Not really," the Devil said, scowling. "You're here because you're a con-artist. In 
life, you bilked many, many unfortunate widows of their hard-earned savings — by 
promising them a communication from their beloved dead husbands!" He consulted 
Joe's record, in his giant taloned hand. "Judging from this, you're one hell of a ventrilo- 

"Right," Joe said, proudly. 

"Well," said the Devil, "Hell's where you're going to be, for a long time. I'f you're such 
a hot ventriloquist," said the Devil, "let's see if you can make that drape over there say 
something. Go ahead!" 

Joe pursed his lips slightly. "How about a break, man?" said the drape. "Like, I 
don't get it! You're supposed to dig evil — right? So I been a louse all my life, and you 
throw the book at me! I made lotsa widows unhappy, didn't I? Wasn't I helping you 
out in your bad work? Why step on me, huh? I don't get it!" 

Then Joe unpursed his lips and spoke in his normal voice: "Not bad, huh?" 

"Not bad at all," the Devil agreed. "I don't get it myself — why I have to create Evil 
and punish it at the same time. But orders are orders. And —" He stood up, scowling: 
"You're a legman!" 

"Yeh," Joe said, nervously. 

"Nothing is so beautiful to you," Satan said, "as the female gam, encased in a 
shimmering, sheer veil of silk. 

"Yeah!" Joe said, remembering. 

"And you've seen that wonderful sight. . . Satan consulted Joe's record . . . "eight- 
thousand, three-hundred and forty-six times, during the past thirty-one years. Right?" 

"Yes, sir! I'm a legman from the word go!" 

"So am I," the Devil said. "However, I haven't seen it once in the past thousand years! 
Therefore, I hate your guts!" 

And he waved an angry hand, and Joe vanished, with a whoosh. 

Joe found himself in a gigantic, softly-lit hall. All about him were the forms of lovely 
women, reclining on cushions. Exotic, passionate music filled the room — tender, almost 
inaudible; yet a thrilling stimulus to the Joe's senses. 

The beautiful women were nude — except that all wore long, iridescent, sleek, sheer 
stockings of finest silk 

"Wow!" said Joe, swallowing hard. "Wow Wow!" he added, lunging toward the 
nearest languourous female. 

Then, having encountered her, he yelled at the top of his lungs: "It ain't fair! Dammit, 
it ain't" 

"It sure ain't," the Devil agreed, from his castle miles away. "Let's see you make 
them talk!" And he winked at the Recording Demon, who winked back. "Hah, hah!" 

It's a mortal shame to leave the Devil so happy, but we must stick to the facts. 

As for Joe, he's spending all eternity running around and howling his head off — in 
the gigantic hall filled with unbelievably beautiful — department-store mannikins. 




of bread 
a jug of wine 

and WOW! 









So sang the poet of the Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam, 
He was talking about a love idyll in the arms 
of mother nature, hut the romantic spirit applies 
just as well to sultry, sulky Triva Moran 
in her Greenwich Village beatnik pad. 

For Triva has the sensual spirit and evocative , y 
beauty that love poetry is made of. 












Triva is a budding artist. 
While she spends long hours 
with her paints and brushes, 
she feels that in order 
to portray life as it is, one 
must experience life. Triva 
is hungry for experience. 
She refuses to be bound in by 
conventional morality. 
Like her idol, Vincent Van 
Gogh, she has a lust for life. 
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Triva is not content to simply live life without 
understanding it. So, she lives alone in a tiny 
apartment where she has the privacy she needs to 
meditate. If Triva decides she wants to portray 
beauty—she won’t have to look far for a model. 
She can simply set up a mirror before her easel. 
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IN,/?UT,and all 

about 
the 


If you think the bed is just springs, 
a mattress and four posts, read on — for 
over the years, inventive souls have 
devised the wildest, wackiest and wierdest 
collection of reclining devices imaginable. 
And few of them were designed for the 
traditional forty winks. 


Thought about the 
bed lately? 

It’s something to 
think about, and in more 
ways than one—provid- 
ing you can get your mind 
off what you normally ■ 
think about when anyone ■ 
mentions “bed.” 1 

For since prehistoric 1 
times, when our remote an- ' 
cestors first emerged from 
the caves and began building 
primitive homes, no other 
article of household furni¬ 



ture, supposedly purely func¬ 
tional, has played such a con¬ 
tradictory role. 

Balzac, who was something 
of an expert in such esoteric 
matters, once wrote: “A bed 
is love’s theatre.” Well, that’s 
a nice delicate way of putting 
it, for over the centuries the 
bed has been the scene of a 
weird and wonderful series of 
dramas, comedies, bur¬ 
lesques, erotic extravaganzas, 
and just about everything else 
in the way of off-beat enter¬ 
tainment .that the mind of 
man could devise. Which is 
plenty. 

According to the scholars 
who go around raking up bur¬ 
ied bones, our caveman fore¬ 
bears made the first stab at 
making a bed. And lying in it, 
too. That was when they start¬ 
ed stacking animal pelts on 
the dank, damp ground. The 
general idea was that it 
would make sleeping more 
comfortable. 

That was about the last 


time the bed was considered 
purely as a sleeping aid and 
nothing else. 

As far as has yet been dis¬ 
covered the first modern- 
type beds appeared on the 
scene a bit over 4,000 years 
ago. It is evident that King 
Tutankhamen, who ruled 
Egypt baqk in those days, had 
a sentimental attachment to 
his beds, for several were 
found in his tomb when it 
was opened in 1922. 

From old King Tut’s time 
on, in fact, the bed became 
quite a fanciful item having 
little or nothing to do with in¬ 
nocent slumber. The Medes 
and the Persians, not content 
with fashioning ornate beds 
out of silver, gold, ivory and 
mother-of-pearl, proceeded to 
write some pretty lurid poet¬ 
ry describing in passionate 
detail the pleasures they had 
had therein, frolicking with 


their various amorous lasses. 

The famous sculptor Cha¬ 
res, who occupied a favored 
position in the court of Alex¬ 
ander the Great, went the po¬ 
ets one better. He decorated 
his bed with carvings of nude 
male and female figures ca¬ 
vorting in bed in various and 
sundry positions, none of 
which had anything to do with 
slumber. In his old age Cha¬ 
res wrote that this erotic art 
work, executed in his more 
virile days (and nights), was 
a great comfort to him. A sort 
of illustrated reminder of the 
pleasures he had once en¬ 
joyed. 

The bed, along with nearly 
every other sign of civilized 
living, more or less disap¬ 
peared from Europe during 
the Dark Ages. But with the 
Renaissance the bedroom — 
and beds—began to make up 
for lost time. 




ducting affairs of state from 
his bed, with political discus¬ 
sions sometimes going on un¬ 
til dawn. His good wife Mar¬ 
guerite — who later gained 
considerable fame by writing 
the Heptameron, a collection 
of lightly lascivious tales that 
is still on the forbidden list 
in this country — finally ob¬ 
jected and insisted on having 
her own bed. It was heavily 
curtained to keep out the 
light and give her a small de¬ 
gree of privacy. Later, as her 
stories reveal, she discovered 
that you don’t need privacy if 
you are alone in bed. 

For that matter, some 
people felt they didn’t need 
privacy even if they weren’t 
alone in bed. At least that is 
what one enterprising furni¬ 
ture maker gambled on when 
he devised a be^ called for 
some reason a lit de grace. It 
was an enormous affair, rich 


the French (who 
else?) who added the fancy 
touches. To quote Mary Eden 
and Richard Carrington, who 
did an exhaustive history on 
the subject: “Most French 
beds were so seductively ele¬ 
gant and feminine in appear¬ 
ance that they seem useful 
for little else than amorous 
dalliance. One can almost 
imagine that for more serious 
activities — such as sickness 
and death — their owners 
must have been shipped 
across the Channel to Britain 
where the beds were more 
utilitarian.” 

One thing is for sure. The 
bedroom was the most popu¬ 
lar room in the house, and 
French spent almost as much 
time in bed as out. 

This habit led to the inven¬ 
tion — if that is the word — 
of twin beds. Seems that Hen¬ 
ri IV was accustomed to con¬ 


r in tufted satin, 
'topped by a canopy 
of mirrors. There 
were fifty mirrors in 
all, so placed that the 
occupants — and the 
lit de grace could ac¬ 
commodate three cou¬ 
ples at the saitie time 
— could see just how 
they were doing. In 
comparison, that is. 

Meanwhile, across 
the Channel, the British 
were getting in on the 
bed routine, but without 
the French emphasis on 
fun and frolic. Around 
1779 one Dr. James Gra¬ 
ham opened up what he 
called a Temple of Health 
London. Among other 
bits of sucker-bait, he ex¬ 
ploited something he adver- 
as a “celestial bed” 
^as guaranteed to as¬ 
sure conception to the occu¬ 
pants. To quote an article 
written at the time, it was: 
’‘A sumptuous bed in bro¬ 
caded damask supported by 
four crystal pillars of spiral 
shape festooned with gar¬ 
lands of flowers in gilded 
metal; and for a fee of fifty 
guineas Dr. Graham offers 
couples, young and old, the 
means of getting offspring. 
On whatever side one gets in¬ 
to this bed, which is called 
‘Celestial,’ one hears an organ 
played in unison with three 
others, which make agreeable 
music consisting of varied 
airs which carry the happy 
couple into the arms of Mor¬ 
pheus. For nearly an hour 
that the concert lasts, one sees 
in the bed streams of light 
which play especially over the 
pillows. When the time for 
getting up has come, the ma¬ 
gician conies to feel the pulse 
of the faithful, gives them 
breakfast, and sends them 
away full of hope, not forget¬ 
ting to remind them to send 
him other clients.” 

(continued on page 51J 









ts Cleo Nasif. That’s 
\r Cleopatra — Queen 
te. Cleo was born in 
I ch explains the name , 
'Eastern beauty — and 
\g, fiery temperament. 






In the Arab world, women are kept 
under wraps. Heavily veiled, they may 
not show more than their eyes in 
public. Neither are they allowed to 
express emotion outside the privacy 
of their homes. So, when Cleo moved 
to America, she was delighted to 
learn that she could express herself 
however and whenever she liked. 
Now, when she gets home from her job 
with an import-export firm, she 
quickly changes clothes and heads for 
a lonely spot in the woods. There, 
she strips off her clothes joyously 
and revels in her new found freedom. 
Cleo was ecstatic when the weather 
department called their latest 
tornado by her name. She thought they 
meant her. Well — why not? 
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Al couldn't help reading the embroidered message 
on the lace trimmed panties: “Sally Loves You.” 



LOVE 
FOR 
A 

PENNEY 

AL WAS JUST AN ORDINARY GUY WHO WORKED IN 
A STEEL MILL-AND THE GIRL WAS A RICH, 

CLASSY CHICK WHO WAS WAY OUT OF HIS LEAGUE. 
HE DIDN’T BELIEVE IN BLACK MAGIC OR VOODOO, 
BUT THERE WAS NO OTHER EXPLANATION FOR THE 
FANTASTIC THING THAT WAS HAPPENING TO HIM. 

BY HAMMEL SCHMIDT 


JL.unny thing how you run into happiness where you least 
expect to find it. Like in front of Miller’s Drug store at the corner 
of Main and Kenmore. 

The steel plant where Al Thompson worked was on strike 
and he was goofing around town wondering what to do with all 
his spare time. He stopped to read the sign on the penny weighing- 
machine standing near the entrance to Miller’s Drug store: 
YOUR CORRECT WEIGHT AND FORTUNE FOR A 
PENNY. 



j (continued on page gg) 
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Men who lean toward braggadocio and showing 
off their handsome profiles or husky 
physiques are usually unbearable. But a 
girl who is aware of her charm and appeal 
and who is given to showing off a bit 
can be a delight to behold. The 
proof of the pudding is on this and the 
following pages where pert Miss Penny 
Sullivan poses.and cavorts in high glee. 
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Penny isn’t a professional poser, whose smiles and attitudes sometimes 
seem a little stiff and strained. She’s just an animated creature who 
lets her lively personality shine out in her form and expression. She 
is the same when the camera isn’t on her — pert, saucy, and outgoing. 
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It is not every woman who can get 
away with being cute. The 
sultry siren who talks baby talk 
makes men cringe. But if a 
girl has freckles and dimples 
like Penny has, she can 
scrunch her mouth up to make a 
horrid face; she can stick 
out her tongue or even 
wiggle her ears, and you love her 
the more for it. All this is 
not to imply that Penny always 

plays the antic. Not at all. _ 
With her shapely legs encased in ^ 
the sheerest of black nylons, 
she can be as voluptuous and 
desirable as anyone could wish. 
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An unemployed young actor came 
home from a day of making the 
rounds to find his apartment a 
shambles and his pretty young wife 
in hysterics, her clothes torn and 
hanging in shreds from her almost 
nude body. 

“Great heaven! What happened?” 
he cried, fearing the worst. 

“Oh, darling,” she sobbed, throw¬ 
ing her arms around him. “I fought 
and fought, but he . . 

“Who did this hideous thing to 
you?” the actor demanded. 

“He came here to see you and 
took advantage of finding me alone 
to . . .” 

“But who?” 

Crushed by shame, she averted 
her eyes and whispered, “Your 
agent.” 

The actor’s face suddenly bright¬ 
ened. The anger in his voice turned 
to joy. “My agent! Has he got a part 
for me?” 

* * * 

Humpty Dumpty sat on the wall, 
Humpty Dumpty had a great fall. 
All the King’s horses 
And all the King’s men 
‘Couldn’t have cared less 
* * * 

A faith-healer ran into his old friend 
Fred and asked him how things were 
going. 

“Not so good,” was the troubled 
reply. “My brother is very sick.” 

“Your brother isn’t sick,” con¬ 
tradicted the faith-healer, “he only 
thinks he’s sick. Remember that. He 
only thinks he’s sick.” 

Three months later, they met 
again, and the faith-healer asked 
Fred: “How’s your brother these 
days?” 

“Worse,” groaned Fred. “He 
thinks he’s dead.” 

* * * 

Psychoanalyst: “A hysterical girl is 
most efficiently quieted by a firm 
kiss.” 

Friend: “How do you get one hys¬ 
terical?” 

* * * 

A boy and girl were out driving. 
They came to a secluded spot on a 
country road, and the car stopped. 
“Out of gas,” said the boy. 

The girl quickly opened her purse 
and pulled out a bottle. 

“Wow!” exclaimed the boy. 

“You’ve got a whole fifth. What 

kind is it? 

“Ethyl,” replied the girl. 

* * * 

There’s only one thing slower than 
your wife getting her clothes on. 
That’s a woman who isn’t your wife 
getting her clothes off. 






An American tourist was visiting a 
French friend in a suburb of Paris. 
Their conversation turned to the 
subject of the Frenchman’s nine- 
year-old son. 

“I guess,” said the American, 
“that he knows all about the birds 
and the bees, already, huh?” 

“Mais, non,” he admitted, “we’ve 
never talked about it. But if you 
Americans do that, then I’m sure it 
must be the thing to do.” 

Accordingly, the Frenchman 
called his little son to him. 

“Pierre,” he asked the boy, “do 
you remember the time you and I 
went to Paris for a week-end with¬ 
out maman?” 

“Oui, papa,” said Pierre. 

“Do you remember the hotel we 
stayed at?” 

“Oui, papa.” 

“Do you remember the chamber¬ 
maid who came to clean our room?” 

“Oui, papa.” 

“And, Pierre, do you remember 
papa making love to her on the 
sofa?” 

“Oui, papa.” 

“Well ... it is the same with the 
birds and the bees.” 

* * * 

What a raffle! A girl we know took 
a chance on a sofa and won a baby- 
carriage. 

Two executives at the same com¬ 
pany who were speaking acquaint¬ 
ances chanced to play a game of 
golf together one day. After about 
four holes, they found themselves 
suddenly held up by two women 
who were playing the hole just 
ahead. They waited and waited, but 
the women just wouldn’t move. The 
two men got disgusted, and finally, 
one said to the other'. “Damn it, 
I’m going down there and ask those 
two women if we can play through.” 

“Good idea,” his acquaintance 
replied. 

The executive strode down the 
fairway, but soon he came hurrying 
back without having seen the 
women. 

“Why didn’t you tell them?” 
asked the one who had waited. 

“I couldn’t possibly,” said the 
other. “When I got close enough, I 
saw that one was my wife and the 
other was my mistress.” 

“I see what you mean,” said the 
first executive. “Very well. I’ll go 
down and ask them.” 

So the first executive went strid¬ 
ing down the fairway, but got no 
farther than his acquaintance, when 
he, too, turned around and hurried 
back to where the other was stand¬ 
ing, and said, “Small world, isn’t it?” 



“Excuse me, I’m looking for my 
wife . . . Oh good, you found her.” 
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Centuries ago, 
laughing jags were 
thought to be a 
symptom of possession 
by the Devil. 
Now, were less 
imaginative, and 
more scientific. We 
say that so and so 
is over tired, or 
simply working off 
excess tension. 
With Wanda, we're 
more inclined to 
accept the earlier 
interpretation. 
She’s possessed all 
right — possessed 
of slightly Satanic 
beauty and a 
devilish sense 
of the ludicrous. 




















Strangely, Wanda usually has her 
delightful seizures late at 
night, during what she calls 
her witching hour. Nearly 
anything can set her off, 
and when it does, it’s good-bye 
high seriousness, and hello 
hilarity. We must warn 
that Wanda’s little peculiarity 
is contagious. If anyone 
happens to be with her, he is 
seldom able to maintain 
decorum in the face of'Wanda’s 
merriment. Nobody minds 
though, because laughing with 
Wanda is a delightful 
way to pass the time. 
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Actually, Mara’s a ringer. She has played the 
featured spot in many of the plush strip spots 
across the country. But after all, who better 
for the amateur to learn from than a top-flight 
pro. Mara is so easygoing and has such a fund 
of patience, owners often ask her to help some 
of the newer girls perfect their acts. She is 
delighted to do it and is a fine instructress. 
It’s no wonder either, because before Mara was 
a stripper-she was a grammar school teacher. 























Mara’s theory of successful stripping is simple. 
"You're out there to entertain," she tells 
^tjje girls, "just like a comic or a singer. So 
i'-have fun, and the audience will too." 




THE 

PENNY 

PINCHER'S 

GUIDE 

TO 

PLEASURE 

By Irv Spector 


How would you like to tour 
France, visit Paris, make love 
to a famous Follies Bergere 
beauty, eat eggplant parmegi- 
ano in Rome, put your finger in 
a dike in Holland, shake hands 
with Nasser, wrestle with . a 
Scandinavian amazon, climb the 
East Berlin wall without getting 
shot, and kiss pale hands be¬ 
side the Shalimar? 

Of course you’d like it. . . and 
what’s more, you’re going to do 
it, on only three dollars a day!!! 

That’s right, Johnny, we said 
three. Not fifty bucks or a hun¬ 
dred per diem, which is the usu¬ 
al cost of such a trip. 

Here’s how you do it. Your 
basic needs as a world traveler 
will be food, lodging, and ro¬ 
mance - not necessarily in that 
order. Transportation will cost 
you nothing. And — you’re going 
to travel on the finest luxury 
liner. 

You’ll have the finest state¬ 
room aboard ship . . . providing 
you know your captains. 

As a cabin-boy many years 
ago, I got to know my captains 
very well. Rarely, if ever, will 
a captain spend any time in his 
own living quarters. Therefore, 
you may move right in. 

The captain is always in some¬ 
one else’s room . . . either try¬ 
ing to make time with some 
wealthy widow, or impressing 
a fantastically rich oil man and 
wife from Oklahoma, by telling 
stories of the sea and drinking 
their champagne. The rest of 
the time he holds court at his 
table in the dining room. 

You may sleep in His bed the 
entire trip and never be dis¬ 


turbed. You may also use his 
shower, pajamas, shaving lo¬ 
tion, etc. 

Tip the Steward three dollars 
a day and the world is yours. 



You’re going to eat and sleep 
at the most exclusive British 
club in London, and it’s not go¬ 
ing to cost you a shilling. All 
you have to remember is that 
nothing ever changes inside a 
British club. 

Okay, now, I have before me 
an old, faded newspaper clip¬ 
ping with a photo of Lord Chits- 
worth, who never returned from 
a hunting expedition in Injah, 
(India) in 1936. Presumably he 
was eaten by a tiger. 

You are going to be Lord 
Chitsworth and live in the man¬ 
ner to which he was accustomed. 
All you need is a pair of false 
buck teeth and a walrus mus¬ 
tache, which may be purchased 
at any joke shop in Piccadilly, 
for a farthing or less. 

Put them on and march your¬ 
self over to 33 Belgrave Square. 
Walk in through the front door. 
You will be greeted by a wizened 
little manservant who will ex¬ 
claim, “Good to ’ave you back, 
m’Lord! We thought you were 
done in by that ’orrible tiger!’’ 
You will mutter, “Nothing, real¬ 
ly .. . nasty wound, that’s all 
. . . healed in time, y’know.” 

And that’s all you will have to 
say from there on in. Lord 
Chitsworth’s private club chair, 
his place at the table, his living 
quarters will all be there wait¬ 
ing, unchanged for thirty years. 
You will drink the Lord’s favor¬ 
ite brandy, be served his favor¬ 
ite chop, and sleep in his bed. 
You may stay as long as you 
wish. 

SEX LIFE 

Go home on weekends to Lord 
Chitsworth’s estate. Lady Chits¬ 
worth won’t know the differ¬ 
ence, either. 

If the old girl doesn’t appeal 
to you, there are innumerable 
maids and cleaning girls. Most 
of them were crazy about the 
old boy. 



Two things here will make 
your mouth water: French cook¬ 
ing and French girls. If you 
don’t drool over either, then you 
don’t deserve salivary glands. 
We will cover food first. 

FOOD 

The finest in the world—like 
French girls - usually covered 
with a delicious sauce, which you 
are expected to mop up with a 
piece of hot garlic bread. 

On three bucks a day, you 
can’t afford it. However, you 
may dine on an almost as good 
dinner of “seconds.” Let us ex¬ 
plain the meaning of “seconds.” 

In the retail business, a piece 
of material that is imperfect or 
slightly damaged is called a “sec¬ 
ond” and sold at a reduced price. 
The flaw in the piece may be 
almost imperceptible, but it is a 
“second,” nevertheless. The 
same rule applies at the magni¬ 
ficent French restaurants like 
Maxim’s. 

Walk over to Maxim’s but 
don’t enter through the front 
entrance. Walk around to the 







back and knock on the kitchen 
door. A bus boy will stick out 
his head. Say to him, “Any sec¬ 
onds today, and how much?” 
“One half franc,” he will ans¬ 
wer, and shove out a full course 
dinner, almost as good as the 
Maxim’s original. Here is a typ¬ 
ical menu of “seconds.” 

Cocktail 

Martini with Noilly Prat Ver¬ 
mouth—the residue from each 
regular diner’s drink, all poured 
into one glass to make a superb 
martini for you. 

Soup 

Boiled over onion soup sopped 

up with a dish rag. 

Salad 

A la Roquefort. All fresh veg¬ 
etables, except for reclaimed 
celery stalk, with heel prints. 

Entree 

Bruised leg of lamb. Thrown by 
3rd chef at 2nd chef. With mint 
jelly. 

Dessert 

Lemon meringue glace filling, 
out of burned pie. 

Beverage 
Bottom of coffee urn. 

FRENCH GIRLS 
Beautiful, delicious, but too 
expensive. Suggestion: Contact 



Yvonne, 21 Rue de Peu who is a 
former Follies Bergere beauty 
and mistress of the late Paul 
Gauguin. Yvonne is a little out 
of shape, but once the lights are 
low, she has the French genius 
to create the illusion that you 
are with a great beauty. The 
price is reasonable. 


FOOD 

Less expensive than Paris, 
but not cheap. Most Americans 
complain that the Italian restau¬ 
rants at home are .better than 
those in Italy. So why pay three 
times as much because you’re 
abroad ? 

One should be prepared ahead 
of time. Before you leave the 
States, buy a package of Chef 
Cellini’s frozen spaghetti dinner 


59 





POINT 

BARROW. 

ALASKA 


CAIRO 


CUBA 

PAGO 

PAGO 





Nasser has officially proclaimed 
to be lamb. If you like lamb pre¬ 
pared in the middle-Eastem 
manner . . . like shishkebob, 
pilaf, etc. . . . then you’ll hate 
this. 

In Cairo you won’t have to 
worry about saving money. You 
can eat at the poorest cafe and 
rest assured that it’s just as bad 
as the finest cafe. 

LODGING 

As we said, you’ll probably 
wind up in jail, so that solves 
your sleeping problem. 

SEX LIFE 

You won't have any problem 
getting a girl; your problem will 
be getting rid of her. She will 
approach you first, and say 
“Yankee, go home . . . with me.” 

Once home with her, try not 
to be too self-conscious about 
the entire family watching. It 
is the custom. 

When you leave, throw ten 


pennies on the table-o 
each member of the famil; 


HONG 



Fantastic values are to be had 
here!!! 

CLOTHES 

You can pick up a tailor-made 
suit for only $7.28, easily worth 
$230 in the States. The material 
alone is worth $199 in New 
York’s garment center. What’s 
more, it will be ready for you 
the same day you are measured. 

Unfortunately, the style will 
seem to be a little weird. The 
jacket will be cut along the New 
York pattern, but there will be 


an embroidered silk dragon on 
the back. 

GIRLS 

You can pick up a girl for 
only $7.28, easily worth $230, 
in New York’s garment center. 
She will have a dragon tatooed 
down her back. 




We don’t go there much any- 



n n ri n nnn 
rrn rt rt n n n 
n nn n 








Tokyo has some magnificent 
restaurants, all very expensive, 
but that shouldn’t bother you 
because the Japanese are great 
imitators. They not only imitate 
everybody else; they also imitate 
themselves. Therefore, an inex¬ 
pensive Japanese restaurant will 
invariably be a perfect copy of 
an expensive one. Seek out a 
cheap one. 

LODGING 

Ditto the hotels. 

SEX LIFE 

If you need this article to get 
girls in Japan, you should have 
stayed horn- 


EAST 
BERLIN 


We don t go there very much 
anymore, but if you should, look 
me up. I’m in the Einstrasse 
jail, cell block 14. It’s very easy 
to get to East Berlin, just a 
short pole-vault is all. Getting 
out is a little tougher. 

I smuggled this out with a 
guard, so don’t let on that you 
know me or my privileges will 
be taken away. (His too). You 
might mention to the comman¬ 
dant that I’m not a spy, just a 
writer of travel brochures. • 














HERE’S THE IDEA. IF 
YOU’RE SELLING LINGERIE, 
YOU GET A SVELTE, 
SOPHISTICATED MODEL 
WHOM ONE WOULD 
EXPECT TO SEE IN A 
DIMLY LIT, BROCADED 
BOUDOIR, THEN YOU 
TAKE HER TO A SECLUDED, 
WOODSY SPOT, GIVE HER 
A FLIMSY NEGLIGEE, ’ 

AND TURN HER LOOSE. 

IF THE MODEL IS STELLA 
DAY, YOU’LL HAVE 
A LARGE AND DEVOTED 
MALE AUDIENCE 
FOR YOUR AD CAMPAIGN. 




WITCHCRAFT 









STELLA HAS MODELED EVERYTHING FROM LIPSTICK TO 
BRASSIERES, BUT SHE'S ALWAYS BEEN CONSIDERED AN 
INDOOR TYPE. NO MORE, THOUGH. FROM NOW ON, IT'S 
STELLA BY STARLIGHT, MOONLIGHT AND SUNLIGHT. 
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Raven has a cravin’ and it shouldn’t 
be too tough to spot. That’s right r- 
wild stockings Other than the pair 
on display, she has them in all colors, 
with a variety of patterns. We’re 
against the idea on principle. Anyone 
with legs as lovely as Raven’s doesn’t 
need anything to call attention to then 
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THE CRAVIN' OF RAVEN 
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Betty's a hotshot road girl for an 


exclusive line of women's 
cosmetics. On second thought, don't 
waste your time feeling sorry for 
her. With her sparkling eyes, her 
winning smile and vivacious 
personality, she's the kind of gal who 
can have a good time anywhere. 
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FARMER'S 

DAUGHTER 


HAYSTACK 

















The sun gets higher, 
and Tina gets warmer. Soon she 
seeks the cooling oasis 
of a nearby grove of 
trees. Tina still has 
a bit of the tom boy in her, 
and one particularly 
climbabletree looks too good 
to resist. But climbing 
trees is work too, so after 
conquering its heights, 

Tina takes a day dreaming 
break. She muses about 
the square dance Saturday 
night and wonders if 
she'll find her 
Prince Charming there. 












Ah, but duty calls, and it’s back tb 
the haystack. But not for long. 

A few forkfulls and she’s cavorting 
again. We’d hate to depend on 
Tina to get the crops in before the 
rains come. On the other hand, 
who thinks about crops when there’s 
such an ebullient creature around 
to occupy one's mind. To heck with the 
hay, we’re a-headin’ for the dance. 










